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Summary: You were judged ever since you were a young cub. If people assumed they already knew what you were, might as well be it. You are able to get by with your knack of finding things. But when you meet a Con Artist fox you wonder if you have met your match. He makes you feel something you haven't in a long time... hope. Can you steal his heart or will he be the one tricking you?
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You gingerly wove your way through the bustling city streets. The sun was bright and made your fur pleasantly warm as you wandered around the center of Zootopia. Shielding your eyes with a slender paw, your mismatched eyes squinted at the crowd you found yourself in. The mass of bodies around you made you feel as if you were suffocating. You couldn't turn without nearly bumping into someone else. A green eye and a purple eye gleamed as you realized that you were exactly where you wanted to be. A sly grin formed on your fluffy face as you quickly began to walk forward.

Quick paw steps allowed you to make it to the very center of the mass of animals. You slowed your gait until you were merely going at a brisk walk. It was a walk that was expected in the busy city you lived in. Breathing in deeply, you placed a sweet smile on your face and let your eyes wander. The buildings were amazing. They stretched to the sky and seemed to get lost in the clouds. When you looked at them you felt small and powerless. Shivering, you let your eyes focus on something else. The sidewalk was well maintained and had very little damage. It seemed that everything was well maintained in Zootopia.

"Umf!" You let out a soft muffle as you walked right into a tall antelope. Raising your glittering eyes, you gave a small wave. "Sorry about that."

"Watch where you are going!" He yelled right in your masked face.

"I really am sorry. Here let me help you." You tried to clean the dust off of his red polo shirt. Desperately, your black paws moved across his torso.

"I don't need your help! Get your paws off of me!" He grabbed your small paws in his large hooves and roughly pushed you away, causing you to land on your large tail.

"Ouch." You winced as you stroked your fluffy and aching tail. You noticed with a small frown that he had succeeded in getting your outfit dustier than he was. Muttering more apologies, you began to pat down your bright yellow shirt. It was a blouse adorned with light pink cherry blossoms and one of the few shirts you actually liked. Grimacing, you noticed that your paws only smeared the dirt.

"Clean yourself up you dirty raccoon!" The antelope huffed as he quickly walked away.

Your eyes flashed for a moment before regaining their lost look. "Sorry." You mumbled as you walked away from him as quickly as you could. 'Sorry you are such a sap.'

You grinned devilishly as you tossed the wallet in the air before catching it in one paw. Licking your muzzle with anticipation, you quickly opened it to see how much you had scored. It was not much, just a couple of bucks. Groaning, you snatched the dollars and tossed the wallet on the ground. The jerk of an antelope could find it later.

"Maybe he can fill it with a real score for me." You said in your silky voice. It was hard to hide the natural suave and confidence that your voice contained. When tricking saps like him you had to try hard to make sure you sounded meek and sorry. Most times it was worth it when something big came your way. This time however, it was not. "That was a waste."

Continuing your walk, your quick eyes scanned the crowd. Your short, wavy hair bounced as you transitioned into a carefree gait. It was jet black and shimmered in the sunlight, occasionally it caught the eye of a passerby but you made sure to lose them in the crowd. The last thing you wanted was to attract attention. You smirked at the fact that you were trying to blend into a crowd. If your two different eye colors and eye catching outfit was not enough, your ringed tail and mask certainly caused animals to go on edge.

You had always been called a thief when you were a young cub. It had always bothered you when animals would judge you before they even knew your name. You would sniff and force the tears back into your eyes as you endured insult after insult. It was important to make sure you never showed them that they got to you. That was what your mom had always told you when you would come home from school crying about what your classmates had said. Eventually, you were able to stop the tears and plaster a fake smile on your face. It was usually to please your mom.

As the years passed however, you began to realize that maybe it was not a bad thing. At least you no longer had to wonder what you would be when you grew up. The other animals were always changing their minds and worrying about what their future held. One day they would be a doctor, then the next they would decide to be a teacher instead. But you always knew. You never changed your mind and you never worried. When you realized that the world had already decided how your life would play out… it was actually kind of liberating. After all, if there was only one thing you could be, you must be naturally good at it. Otherwise so many of your kind would not engage in that activity.

You gave a small smile as you scanned the animals around you. You certainly did have a knack for your job. Everyday brought a decent amount of money in and you almost never had a run in with the police. Swishing your tail with anticipation, your bright eyes flashed as you noticed a sheep bending over trying to collect the scattered contents of his wallet. It was almost too easy. Sauntering over, you bent down and scooped up the assorted coins, bills, and cards. Giving him a smile, you placed them in his hooves. He gazed at you suspiciously and began to count the money right in front of you.

Trying hard to keep your disgust from showing, you waited for him to reassure himself that nothing was missing. Grunting, as if he was upset that you had not stolen anything, he shoved the money into his wallet and began to walk away. Slightly brushing against him as you passed, your mouth formed a hard line. It wouldn't have killed him to say thank you.

'I guess he'll just have to thank me with this.' You thought as you felt the wad of cash grasped firmly in your paw. No one ever expected a thief to steal after they were spotted.

"What now?" You said softly in your silky voice. Half-lidded eyes scanned the crowd through long eyelashes. You turned your body around to give yourself a better view of the crowd around you. Slender and small, you seemed almost catlike in appearance. Moving with grace and fluidity commonly found in felines, your unmistakable markings were the only things that reassured animals that you were indeed, a raccoon.

"Bingo." You whispered as you saw a fluffy tail disappear behind a building. It was a tail that you would recognize anywhere. The one animal that was judged as harshly as you were. Foxes were some of your favorite victims. It made you feel proud to be able to outwit something that others assumed was as sly as you. Your mind instantly assumed that the fox's pockets were lined with cash earned in unconventional ways.

'Time to have some fun.' You thought with a chuckle before following the tail.
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Your steps were quick and nimble as you made sure to keep him in sight. He was definitely a fox. The tail, fur, and way his eyes kept shifting from side to side proved that. Your eyes narrowed as you noticed him walk up to a van. It seemed like he was waiting for someone. Making sure to stay a safe distance away, you leaned against a building and acted as if you were waiting for someone as well. Your tail twitched occasionally as you watched him from the corner of your eyes. He did not move at all. Agitated by the fact that he was stiller than you, you forced your tail to remain still. It took some effort to ignore the need to flick your tail, a habit you had since you were little.

'The nerve of that guy. Just… standing there.' You groaned quietly as you realized that you could not think of anything else he was doing wrong to irritate you. That only made you angrier. 'Why doesn't he move?'

It would be more efficient to continue wandering the streets and pick pocket a few other animals but you find yourself riveted to your spot. The feeling of outsmarting a fox kept you there as the seconds turned to minutes. You tell yourself over and over again that it will all be worth it when you see the look on his face. Snickering, you allow yourself a moment to picture those green eyes widened in shock when he realizes that he has been robbed blind. You lazily turn your head to see whether he is still waiting.

"What?" You say as your eyes widen with shock instead. He was gone.

Growling under your breath, you chastise yourself for being so careless. Of course he noticed that you were watching him! He had been setting you up. Making your mind wander while he slipped away unnoticed. You break into a run and try to catch a glimpse of his unmistakeable Hawaiian print shirt. A shirt like that could be spotted a mile away. Not to mention his interesting tie.

'I could find him by his smug face alone.' You think with agitation. 'How does he expect to hide with a get up like that?'

Blushing, you look down at your own outfit for a split second. Your bright yellow shirt and light pink pants seem to scream at you. The pink, flower clip in your hair brushes against your ear for a moment… something it never does. Your paws form fists as you attempt to ignore the insults your outfit is screaming to you. Your eyes quickly scan the crowds as you look for the fox. He had to be somewhere close, you had only looked away for a second.

'Was it a second? I can't remember.' You try to figure out how long you had been daydreaming about robbing the annoying fox blind.

Just when you think it is time to give up and score a few more sheep, you see him. Grinning from ear to ear, you skip through the crowd and take shelter behind an elephant. Peeking out from behind the large animal, you smile as you notice the smug fox walking along the street. Your heart races as you see him walk into an ice cream shop that you knew well. It served the best cookie dough ice cream. You had visited there many times, always leaving with a scoop of ice cream and no money spent. Licking your lips and flexing your arms, you prepare to sprint across the street.

You are a streak of grey as you dash across the street, avoiding every car that came your way. Crossing the street was like a dance. You had to flow with the traffic, keep the rhythm of the cars, and make it to the end of the performance. Ignoring the shouts of angry drivers, you continue to weave through traffic until you make it to the other side. Smiling with satisfaction, you glance into the ice cream store window. He was standing by the counter with a smaller fox by his side. It seemed like the fox was a child, but your instinct told you to look again. Narrowing your eyes, you ignored what you thought you saw and tried to see what you really saw.

The smaller fox was standing too erect. No small child was able to walk without hunching over slightly. The weight of those ears on a kit would have caused them to wobble unless they were considerably older. The elephant suit he was wearing hinted at barely old enough to walk. He also looked around too much. Like he was on alert for something or someone. The motions between him and the taller fox seemed too fluid, as if it was rehearsed. No child would listen to an adult as quickly as the fennec fox was doing at the moment.

"Something is rotten in the city of Zootopia." You say with a smirk.

After a few minutes of conversation between the fox and the elephant behind the counter, the owner finally hands your prey a large, blue jumbo pop. Motioning for the fox to leave, the elephant quickly turns to the next customer in line. It is obvious that he does not like the fox… and that they have had a similar conversation before. You stroke your hand through your wavy hair as you think about what your next move will be. It is apparent that the fox and his companion will pass by you on their way out. If you want to make any profit from him, you needed to make sure you made just the right moves. Snapping your fingers, you silently slip around the corner.

Clearing your face of all emotion, you begin to walk towards the ice cream shop only to find yourself bumping into the jumbo pop buying fox. Luckily, the little fox is holding the prize and jumps out of the way. A little too skillfully for someone who is supposed to be a child. Noticing that you and the larger fox are on the ground, you begin to help him up and apologize.

"I am so sorry sir. I hope I didn't hurt you." You say as you hoist him onto his paws.

"No problem at all miss. I hope I didn't hurt you." He says smoothly.

"Not at all. I see you are here with your little boy." You say sweetly.

"Yep, just bought him a jumbo pop. It's his birthday." He says with a smile aimed toward the jumbo pop holding fox.

The fox gives you a toot toot with his elephant suit before going to stand next to his apparent father figure.

"Toot toot." You giggle. "Birthday huh? How about I give you a little something to apologize? Buy him another gift from me." Reaching into your pocket you pull out a handful of bills. It contains a ten and a five. Although you can't afford to give up money, your gut tells you that you will be making it all back soon.

"No apologies needed." He begins as he pushes your hand back to you.

"Nonsense. Take it." You stuff it into his paw and give him a quick hug.

"Thank you miss." He says with a smile.

Nodding your head to him, you began to slowly walk away. Listening for the sound of their footsteps, you turn the corner before stopping. Just like you hoped, they start to walk toward a dark alley a few streets away. Chuckling, you silently follow.
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You twitch your tail as you scamper towards the dark alley. You narrow your eyes in an attempt to see into the vast darkness. You have spent some time in dark alleys before and have devised a way to measure exactly how dark they are. There are three levels of darkness. Dark enough to give everything a mysterious appearance, dark enough to make your eyes water when you looked for too long, and dark enough that you wondered who had placed the black blanket over everything. This particular alley was a couple levels past the third level. Grinding your teeth with frustration, you slowly inch further into the cloak of black.

'This doesn't seem suspicious at all.' You think sarcastically. 'Parents always bring their kits into dark alleys after buying them a jumbo pop large enough to last them a year.'

Your breath catches as your paw hits a small pebble. The pebble bounces across the ground quickly. The noises seem to fill the space around you and draw the attention of everything within a fifty foot radius. The silence that had seemed strange in a city like Zootopia was broken. Trying to still your frantic breathing, you wish that it would return. Looking around, you try to see through the thick, black that surrounds you. It is unnerving to be unaware of what is happening nearby. You know that the foxes are in here. You just don't know where.

'Come on, make some noise.' You think with irritation. First he is stiller than you, now he is quieter than you as well? 'Next thing I know he will be the one pickpocketing me.'

As if they heard your silent thoughts, footsteps sound off in the distance. Using your hearing, you slide along the alley wall towards the sound. You have to prick your ears up higher than usual to catch the faint scampering, but you know it is there. Once you feel like you are close enough, you stand still and try to pick up any other sounds that hint at where they are. It is deathly quiet. A drastic change from the footstep filled air you had heard just a few minutes ago. Swallowing, you convince yourself that you are not afraid and continue moving forward. It is difficult to not notice that your steps are considerably smaller. You flinch when your tail brushes against a bump in the alley wall. For a moment, it had felt like someone was reaching for you. Shaking your head, you clear your mind of the ridiculous thought. It is hard to stop from pulling your tail towards yourself.

'They can really see in all this?' You think irritably as you stub your paw on a rock.

You place your paws in front of you as you walk to prevent yourself from bumping into anything and alerting them that you are there. Stifling the fact that you should be able to see in the dark as well, you smell the air. It contains the scent of blue raspberry, dirt, wood shavings, and thick fur. It tickles your nose and actually causes your body to relax. Who knew that those particular scents together could be relaxing?

Muffled voices reach your ears as you snap out of your thoughts. They sound close and you begin moving faster. If your plan is going to work, you have to reach them before they get ready to leave. Con artists, you were positive that was what they were, never stayed in one spot for long. They made the hustle, left to complete the steps, and returned when they were sure the heat had died down. It was the same for thieves like you. Get the score and move before anyone can place you with it. You move your ears to make out what the foxes are talking about.

"Come on Finnick, we gotta get to Tundra town before the rush." A smooth voice says in hushed tones.

You instantly recognize the smooth talking, tall fox who you gave the money to. That means that the smaller fox was named Finnick. It didn't seem like a father would be talking to his son about the 'rush'. Raising one eyebrow, you listen harder.

"Yeah, yeah. Don't rush me!" A deep baritone voice responds.

Eyes widening in shock, you take a step backwards. At least there was no question anymore. That elephant suit wearing fox was no kit. He was a full grown reynard. Teeth bared, you fight the small pang of disappointment that bubbles inside of you. A small part of you wanted to be wrong. For a brief moment you had wanted him to be a father. You wanted the small fox to be a kit getting a jumbo pop on his birthday. You wanted to have bought him a gift. But none of that was true. It was all a hustle put on by a shifty fox. It was exactly what you had thought it was at first glance. That was all anything ever was.

'Well… I was right.' You think with a mixture of sadness and pride.

The sun begins to shine over the tops of the large buildings surrounding you. It allows you to be able to see in the strange alley, and you quickly duck behind a trash can. If they were able to see you in the dark it would be too easy for them to spot you now. Eyes darting around, you notice a balcony a few stories up and several loose bricks in the side of the building. Smiling, you place a delicate paw on one of the bricks and begin to climb.

"Come on Finnick, we got to go!" The tall fox calls out again in agitation.

"I just got to load one more jar! Keep your tail on!" Finnick yells loudly as he pushes a large jar full of melted, blue jumbo pop.

"This is going to be a very big day big guy. We already got a little something from that clumsy raccoon." The other fox bragged as he counted the bills in his paw. He stuffed them in his pocket while watching the smaller fox load the jar.

"I knew it!" You yell down to the pair of foxes.

You take a brief moment to enjoy the look of confusion that forms on their faces as they look around. Finnick's large ears twitch as he attempts to locate where your voice is coming from. The other fox however seems to not care after a few minutes. His eyes close slightly and a small smirk appears on his face. Growling with anger, you flick your tail and call out again.

"Over here hustlers!" You yell as your eyes shoot daggers at them.

"Up there!" Finnick yells in his surprising voice.

"Well, well, well. Hello there miss raccoon!" The other fox says with a wave of his paw.

You narrow your eyes as you respond. "Hello."
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"Nick, what's going on here?" Finnick asks with an annoyed flick of his tail. "Why is this chick here?"

"I'm not a chick." You say flatly with a spark of danger in your eyes. "I'm here because I gave Nick…" You slowly say his name. Testing it on your tongue. "some money to buy a little, baby kit a gift."

Your mouth curves into a mischievous smile as you continue to talk in a mocking tone. "You aren't a little, baby kit are you? It is hard for me to tell." You lie.

"Why you!" Finnick begins to sputter in outrage as he takes a few steps towards the building you are looking down at him from. "I outta come up there and yank your tail off!"

"Now, now, don't get cranky." Nick says with a chuckle as he steps in front of Finnick. "Little Miss Raccoon here just wants her money back. Don't ya darling?"

"Something like that." You say with a chuckle. "I see it sticking out of your pocket. Don't you feel bad that you tricked me into giving it to you?"

"Not at all." Nick says as he begins to pace back and forth. His tail swishes smoothly as he explains his reasoning to you. "You see, it is called a hustle, Stripes." He gives you a half lidded gaze. His green eyes study your face for a reaction to your new nickname. When he doesn't see any, he simply shrugs and continues. "We hustle you into giving money to us. It's how we live and how you, in your own special way, contribute to society."

"Society? Or just you?" You ask with an amused smile.

"Society… me… I don't see the difference." Nick stops pacing and looks at you. "I'm pretty sure you do the same thing Stripes."

Your tail bristles when you see the condescending look in his eyes. Obviously he is hinting at the fact that you are a raccoon. Your heart pumps faster and faster as you see the beginning of a smirk form on his smug face. Your paws tighten into small fists as you respond, all hints of playful banter leave your voice. "You could at least put my money somewhere safer. Don't you have a wallet or something?"

"Of course I do Stripes. Do you really think I walk around with pockets full of cash and no identification?" Nick says with a wounded voice. The glint in his eyes lets you know that he is only faking it.

Finnick rolls his eyes at the display in front of him and turns back to the van. Mumbling profanities to himself, he starts to load the rest of the jars into the back. His tail swishes behind him and he works. You notice that he is limping on one of his paws. You study him for a moment before looking back at Nick. The smug fox is reaching in his pocket for his wallet.

Smiling, he takes a small, brown wallet out of his pocket and shakes it in the air for a few seconds, making sure that you see it. You raise one eyebrow to let him know that you do see it and motion for him to continue. A small glimmer of satisfaction twinkles in your eyes as you see his slight hesitation. Narrowing his eyes, he slowly opens it and looks inside. His bright green eyes widen with shock as he sees the vast emptiness of the inside. All of his money, every last dollar, is gone.

"What?" He looks up at you with his mouth hanging open. "What did you do?"

"You see, it's called a robbery, Honey." You say smugly, mimicking his explanation of his hustle. Turning around gracefully, you allow your tail to swish behind you playfully. Your steps are small and dainty as you listen to the conversation happening behind you.

"She took all of your cash?" Your ears twitch as you hear Finnick's deep laugh. "All of it!"

"Yeah, yeah. Just get the stuff to Tundra town." Nick replies as he closes his wallet. "I'll met you there."

"Sh-sh-she robbed you! You shoulda seen the look on your face when you saw that empty wallet!" Finnick continued laughing as he went into the van. "Nick, you got played!"

"Played, we'll see about that." Nick says as he begins to climb up the fire escape to reach you. "Wait up Stripes!"

"Sorry Honey!" You call back in a sing song voice. "I can't hear you!" Giggling, you begin to climb higher. Your paws skillfully grab every nook and cranny on the side of the building. Making sure to balance yourself, you hurl yourself to another balcony located on a nearby building. Your stomach twists slightly, like a small wave is crashing around inside of you, but you ignore it and continue to climb. Not wanting to admit it to yourself, Nick was actually doing a good job of keeping up with you. His fox paws grabbed the building with only a slight amount of awkwardness. You turn your head for a moment to see if he will make the jump.

His eyes look down for a second before darting back up and meeting yours. Noticing the mixture of amusement and curiosity found in them, his mouth sets in a hard line. Tensing his muscles and lowering his ears, Nick hurls himself to the balcony. The metal floor moves slightly with his impact and causes him to lose his footing. Arms waving frantically, he tries to keep himself from falling over the edge. Panic fills his green eyes and causes his large tail to fluff.

"Watch it fox!" You yell as your quickly reach for him. A breath of relief escapes you as your black paws grab onto the fabric of his Hawaiian shirt. Your chest heaves with every breath as you pull him toward you and away from the edge. Smiling, you release his shirt and examine him to make sure he is not injured in any way.

"Thanks raccoon." Nick says through his panting.

"No problem." You say with a smirk. You wait a few seconds before quickly running and jumping off of the edge of the balcony.

"Stripes!" Nick yells as he quickly hurls himself to where you jumped off of. He grasps the railing with his paws and searches for any sign of you. His eyes dart around frantically, scanning the crowds below. 'Where is she?'

Smiling with relief and amusement, he finally notices you sliding down a tarp hanging over a nearby fruit stand. Your black hair flies in curls around your face as you reach the ground. He notices that your chest is moving faster than usual. You were more scared than you let on. When you reach the ground, you twirl and aim a smile in his direction. Giving him a playful wink, you disappear into the massive crowds below. Chuckling, Nick sits down and wraps his tail over the edge of the balcony. He allows the wind to cause it to sway for a few minutes. Enjoying the breeze and the peace he closes his eyes. They dart open again when he remembers that you still have his money.


End file.
